T he Hijloric of 

for Powder,they : lc fill a pit a* well as better : tufti man, mortal! 
men, mortal! men. 


fftfi. I, but, Sir John, mec-jthinkcs they are exceeding poorc 
and bare,too beggarly. 

. Fal. Faith, for their pouertyj know not where they bad that} 
And for their barencs , I am hire they ncuer learnt that ofme. 

Prt. No, lie be fworne,vnleffc you cal three fingers on the ribs 
bare: But firra, make haft, Perry ij already in the field. Exit. 

FaI. What,isthe,Kingmcamp’d? 

Wefi. Heis , Sir John, I feare vve fhall ftay too long. 

F*l. Well, to the latter end ofa Fray, and the beginning of a ^ 
Fcaft > fits.adullfight’er,and akccnegucft. Exeunt. 

Enter Hot (pur, Worccftrr, Doroglat, and Vernon. 

Hot. Wcelc fight with himto night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Derr. You giuc him then aduantag*. .. 

Vcr. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay, you fo? l.ookcs.hcnotfor fupplys 
Vcr. So doe w’ce. 

Hot. His is certaitie, ours is doubtful!. 

VSar. Good Coofen be aduifde, flir not to night,. 

Vcr. Doc not, my Lord. 
c Do;v. You dp hotcounfeil wcll: .. 



You fpeakc it put of feare, and cold heart... 

Vcr. Doc "Tie Hollander, Dorrglat, by my life, 

And I dare .w,efl maimainc it with my lifej. 

Ifwcll rcfpcfledFIonour bid me on, 

I hold ailudc counfcll with weake.feare, 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day hues.:. 

Let it be feene to morrow intbe Batcell, which ofusfeares. 
Dorr. Yeaorto night. Vcr. Content. 

Hot. To-night fay l. 

Vcr. Come, come, iunay not be, 

1 wonder much being men offuch great leading as you are, . , 
That you-forefecnot what impediments 
Brag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe . „ 

Of »iy cooknftrnm are not yetcome vp, 




Henry the fourth. 

Yotir Vnclc TVerctfiers Horfe camebut to day. 

And now their pride and mcttall is afleepe, * 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 

That not a Horfeis halfe the halfe of himfelfe. 

Hot. So are thcHorfes ofthc Enemic, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low • 

T he better part of ours arc full of reft. 

Wor. The number of the King cxceedeth our; 

For Gods fake, Coofen, ftay til! all c'omein. 

The Trumpet fomdes a Parley . Enter Sir Walter Blunt . 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
Ifyou vouchfafe me hearing, 'and refpeft. 

Hot. Welcome,fir Walter Blunt : and would to God 
You were of our determination } 

Some of vs loueyou wclfiaad euen thofe fomc 
Enuie your great deferuingc* and good name, 

Becaufe you arenof of our qualitie, 

Butftand againft vs like an Enemic. 

'Blunt. AndGod defend, but ftilllftiould ftand fo. 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You ftand againft anoynted Maicftie : 

But to my charge. The King Hath fentto know 
The nature of your griefes, and wherevpon 
You coni urc from the breaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, tcachinghisdutiousLand 
Audacious crueltie. IfchattheKing 
Haucany way your gooddefertes forgot. 

Which he confeflcth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your ^riefes, and with all fpeca, 

Y @u ifiall haue yourdehres with intereft. 

And Pardon abfolutc for your fclfe, and thefe, 
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